Three

Kind pity checks my spleen; brave scorn forbids

Those tears to issue which swell my ey-lids.

I must not laugh, nor weep sins, but be wise:

Can railing then cure these worn maladies ?

Is not our mistress, fair Religion,

As worthy of our soul's devotion

As virtue was to the first blinded age ?

Are not heaven's joys as valiant to assuage

Lusts, as earth's honour was to them ? Alas!

As we do them in means, shall they surpass

Us in the end ? and shall thy father's spirit

Meet blind philosophers in heav'n, whose merit

Of strict life may be imputed faith, and hear

Thee, whom he taught so easie ways, and near

To follow, damn'd ?   Oh! * if thou 4ar*st, fear this:

This fear great courage and high valour is.

Dar'st thou aid mutinous Dutch ? and dar'st thou lay

Thee in ship's wooden sepulchres, a prey

To leader's rage, to storms* to shot9 to dearth ?

Dar'st thou dive seas and dungeons of the earth ?

Hast thou courageous fire to thaw the ice

Of frozen north-discoveries, and thrice